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COWBOY STAR OF THE MOVIES 



NOV. -DEC 



y 




TIM HOLTS 

WfeSTfRN AL8V3M 





Tim Holt chuckles (probably at something 
Chito said) as lie reads his own magazine. 



In hot pursuit ol the hodmen. Tim blazes away 
with his six-gun as Chito staits to draw iron. 




Tim earners a villain- 
ous cowhand and makes 
him squeal on his gang 



The roundup over, Tim and Chito (hat with Nan Leslie. 
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TIM HOLT 




When a band 
of strike -and -run 
rustlers ado a 

NEW FILLIP TO THElR 
bandit brew, they 
bring a bitter 
prink of trouble 
to tim holt's home 
range. before tiaa 
can find the anti- 
dote to this 

PRAlRiE POISON, 
HE HAS TO BECOME- 

THE RAMROD OF 
RUSTLER RANGE.' 



It is almost midnight beneath 
a full moon as tim and chito 
canter their horses hovewarp 
through the black mesas 



A BIG HERD 
IS MOVING 
THIS WAV, 
CHITO. THAT'S 




NOTHING ODD! 

ABOUT EET, TIM. 

LOTS RANCHERS 

MOVE CATTLE 

AT NIGHT, 



Clutching their mount* 
nostrils to prevent a 
8e t raying whinny, tim 
and chito move back in 
to a clump of mesquite 



I'LL SAY IT'S FUNNY 

BUSINESS.' SEE THAT 

T BAR H BRANO ? THOSE] 

ARE OUR CATTLE, CHITO,'" 



WE JUST CAME Y HO -HO.' 
THROUGH THE iEES THAT 
NAKED PLAINS. ^">. YOU THEENK" 
THERE'S NO GRASS] EES FONNV 
THERE TO PA5TU R6 /BUSINESS. 
A TRAil HERD.jt'S HAH ? 



it- • : 




2^V/w 



K<^ 



/ \l 



/"l 



TIM HOLT 

The great palomino 

stallion. lightning, thundtr* 

PAST THE SURPRISED RUSTllR* 
AS TIM CHOP* DOWN WITH MIS 
TWIN COLTS - L-r ->> 
■> ■^HAve TO . 

S TH8SK FORB RlOERS- AND 



("TURN THEM, ^.EES OOODJ 

CHITO/ TURN ANO yPEA/ THAT 

STAMPEPE THSM I WAV WE 

BACK WHERE THEY /CATCH THE a 

CAM.E PROM.' /^OTHER OUT- ^ 

LAWS IN NARROW/ 




Ahead of The stampeding 

lONGHORNS, A WHlTB- FACED, 
PRiOHTeNeO &AMD OP 
ifeuSTLERS RUN FOR THEIR 

lives/ 



LOOK LIKE J 




CHITO, THAT'S , 
CHUCK AND RED ) RUSTLERS 
PROM THE er-^SHOOT THEM 
RANCH.' rf AN' RUN OFF 

cattle; 



'IT'S A CANS OF RUSTLERS 
WITH A HIRED EASTERN 
SAFE- CRACKER/ THEV 
RU5TLE CATTLE AN' THB 
CROOK ROM THE 
RANCH SAFE.' *_— ^ WE'LL 
-^G6T VOU 

KTHE RANCH 
) CALL THE 1 
DOCTOR. DON'T) 
TALK NOW... 



u^'2 



TIM HOLT 



r-rH6> ROBBED THE SLKSH B09C 

an' the goose-egg spread, 
reckon they plgurep we was 
ripe for plckin', too - with 
you an' cm itc5 away.' 




TVmAT M6AN* ^-^THAT** THE 5lZE OP IT. 
THE WHOLE KAN68) THEY RUSTLE AN 1 ««fl 
15 WIDE OPEN TO /STEAL AT THE 5AME 



THESE RATS/ 



TIME. IP THE COWBOY* 

ARE ON THE RANGE, THE 

CROOK HA* A CINCH 

TIA*«. IP THEY AKENT 

THE CATTLE ARE 
SURE TO GO/ 



(wtTH EVERY RANCH CRIPPLED^ 

\THOSC RATS CAN PICK AND 
^ CHCOSS WHAT THEY WAHT 
TO STEAL/ 




THINGS ARC EVEN WORSE 
THAN I THOUGHT. A*OST 
OP THE A6L£BOOieO MgN 
b ARE SHOT VP ! , 




YUH'RE SURE RIGHT 
THINGS ARE BAD, Tl/*.' 
GOT A BALLET IN /AY 
LEG. MYSELF. TWO 
DEPUTIES IN BOOT HILL, 
ANOTHER WITH A FEVER 
PROM AN INFECTCO 
WOUND.' 




WELL. I GOT AN 
IDEA AS I RODE IN 
SHERIPF SEE WHAT 
YOU THINK ABOUT IT. 



TftlK AWEAP, TIM. 
Mv HEAPS ACHIN' 
FROM TRYING 
BEAT TUK 
TUING ' J 




TIM HOLT 




ANP WHEN THE STiTCHiN* >£ 
OONB, AND TiM AND CHITO 
Rl06 HERO THAT NlGH* 



*ROM A DISTANCE, THESE OlM 
MISS LOOK LIKE COW0OYS 
RlClMd HSflC IP WE CAN POOL 
THE OWLHOOTS INTO THINKING 
WB HAVE PLCNTr OP MEN, 
THgVtu TACKLE THE OTHER 



-^THg OTHER RANCHES 
HAVE ALL THE REAL 
STRENGTH. WHEN TH6 
RUSTLERS TACKLE THEM, 
THEY'LL GET A HOT RECEf 






UlQH IM THE HIH.5"- 

I'LL BE DOGGONE 0.' 
I WONDERED WHERE 
HOLT WAS GETTIH' ALL 
THEfA Gl'NHANOS. NO 
WONDER: THEY'RE 
OUMMIE5/ 



BlTT AS TIAN SPEAKS, ONE 
OP THE ROPeS ON A DUMMY 
SLIDES DOWN... 




EES BETTER PLAY 
EES SWART, TIM 
AN" RON,' 




TIM HOLT 



youmorobrinsX 
rats.' chit©. 





Tm opens his eves, hour* 

LATER. IN A STRANGE CA£IN 
HIGH IN THE FOOTHILLS 



YUH WOKE UP 
JUST IN TIME, HOLT. 
we«a m6aoiN' out 

TO MAKE THE LA5T 
CLEAN sweep of 
THIS RANGE/ 



/'WHEN TH' OTHER RANCHERS ^M.yuh signal us by burn 
GO BACK TO THEIR OWN SPREADS.) IN* \)P THE GREASEtfOoD 
.WE'LL MAKE ONE MOR6 HAUL, rT AROUND HERE. IT 9tA7($| 
IN THi MEANTIME, YUH CAN /LIKE SIXTY. KEEP AN EYE 

OUT FOR THE RIDERS 
TO SCATTER. AN 
LET U5 KNOW/ J I SORE 

WILL.' 




^AN' I'LL TAKE CARE Of 
YOU TOO. HOLT. If yOO GET SMART 
I MAY BE JUST A TENDERFOOT, 
AND NOT KNOW THE WEST. 
BUT I CAN use 
A ount* 



BELIEVE ME, 
T WANT NO 




That night, after the outlaws 
have ridden from the cabin, suck 
sam br.in6s tim's pinnbr--- 



r TO Show you i Y hmmm. maybe 

MEAN WHAT r SAY *"\ YOU AND ME 
ABOUT NO TROUBLE, \— ARE GOING 
I'M WILLING TO C\jT W TO GET - 
THAT GREASBWOOD- /ALONG OKAY, 
SO YOO CAN STORE IT^^_. HOLT. 
P AS FIREWOOD 




TIM HOLT 




THEN ONE MIGHT. SUCK 
SAtt RACES INTO CAMP 
STRANGELY EXCITED.- 8ENDS 
TO L16HT THE 8lG SI6MAL 

RRE 



THE RANCHERS HAVE 
STARTED BACK TO THBlR 
OWN SPREAD*- NOW THE 
RUSTLESS WILL STRIKE PAST. 
AND HARD.* 






ONUV A TEtlOERPOOT UKS YOU 
WOULD PALL POR THAT GAG, SAM. 
GREASEWOOD NEVER BURNS 
APTER ITS BEEN CUT OOwM A 
WHILE. IT ABSORBS TOO MUCH 
WATCR.' VOU MAS/S TO BURN IT 
WHEW IT'S 
FRESH .' 



hightail it, lightning.' 
we have to get to the 
It bar h and round vp 
those ranchers 

PRONTO/ 



WW 






$g*m 



TIM HOLT 



iVf nttST MO 5TMAKS OR TWf 

ARIZONA DAWN LIGHT UP TH8 RANCH YA*0 
A» TIM RSlN 1 * IN IJC-HTMiWd- - - 




facm <CA«H ftOX A*0 0AAT «W^ 
GOOSE -£ GO AND RAPTCR MAT. THE 
VENGEFUL RiDfiR» <?ATHSR TO POU.OW 
TIV\ INTO THB MIL15 

TX9 *U#Tt«R* »VIU- ^ 

HIGHTAIL |T TO THE CA9IN 

TO *IND OUT WHAT'* ^ 

WRONG. WHEN TMET (MT 

THERE -- THEY'LL PlND 

\H WAJTinG POR 

THRM 






THE CATTLB ARE IN TM« 

canyon §evoNO blue ridge. 

YUM CAN ROUNO *6M UP 
AMY TIME. THE MONEY* 
MAPkOOfl CACHE IN 
THE ETASLfl . 



K« A* THOUE* RU*T-i 
LER'« ,tANOe Hi f*tf 0\ 

MiMcmv, cmito. All 
HAvE TO DO It GET OUR 
HERDS AND PAYROLL, 

RlX UP THE eov«, 

AND wt'Km 
A* GOOD AM 
SVSR 



2/_ 



r 



M 



V v 



£ 



HQi,T* 



TAGE COACH -THE WEST AND THE STAGE ARE INSEPARABLE. IT 
.15 PROPERLY CALLED A CONCORD COACH AND WAS DRAWN BY 
SIXHORSE5- HEAVILY ARMED GUARDS WERE^^ OFTEN 



1 rW- 



1ES5EN TIAL EQUIPMENT. J *" 



y. ^W! 



& 






ILD WORSES - BROUGHT FROM MEXICO BY SPAN- 
ISH CONQUISTAD0P.E5. THE DOMESTIC HORSE RAN 
WILD FROM THE I6 1H T0 19 th CENTURY AND FLOURISHED 
ONTHE VA5T PRAIRIES. TODAY ONLY A PEW VERY 
1 SMALL HERDS R EMAIN, p — " » 



<T 






•■ 









m 



JANDS- MARKS OF OWNER-] 
-oHIP MADE WITH HOT BRANDING' 
*~JlP.0NS AND KNIFE. MARK ALSO MIGHT 



NOTCH CUT IN EAR OR ROLL OF SKIN.\ 



}ye: U7T^l'«SPf.' 

IP X T N-N 



L3 



OYOTE -A MEMBER OF THE WOLF 
FAMILY. ITS' MOURNFUL HOWLS SENDC 
SHIVERS DOWN THE BACKS OF TENDER-!^ 



/*/-»,.». ciuIr,M«/v ft T l MCcmMr\0 FEET. IT IS A SCAVENGER, WIT 
^ACTUAL FAMOUS OLD -TIME 6ftANDS.) L ^-^ pp. ice ON I T S' HEADy*"* *^ 




TIM HOLT 





V VE*,VE^i 3 AAA.' 
YOU tfAVE TO 
IT TO ME.' 
PLEASE/ 





TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 



FRO/* town, loo»mh<3 
Tne £tati>*tte.' CHira 

WATCM VOUWCLF.' 





CHlJp M£ RATHER 
WATCH TH6 MEN? 

WHO WATCH . 

EEF TOU AREN T 
MINPINS .' 




t^£T AWAV PROM 
^ THAT FIRS / 




OKAV, JIA3! THEY'RE UP IN T K&NO, 6URTJ 
1UE ROCKS. Th€V VOH'T BE 
IXPECTlN' T'UH TO GO NeAF 

that fire, set that 





MIGWTAILING IX, wfevp, 

what kind_of 

JlfiHl 




TMAV6 Fl'NNV, CHlTO! 
NO SOONER PO WE 
6ET JNCER COVER 
OF "THE ROCK*; 7WAM 

THOyE FEUOVV* 
VAMOOMf 



EE£ MAY&5 1 
THAT THEV 
'AVE H6ARO Of 
Vi AN »\«, 
KO? 



TIM AND UI4 *iEN FI6UT BACK FROM TWF. 
RARKNE6S OF TME ROCK5, TME ATTACK^?* 
SUPPENLY CEASE PIRI... g] 




TIM HOLT 




A HOC* 3H floats &*ck. 

OUT OF THE 0ARKN6$d • • . 



we euRe ENOUGH 

FOOLED THAT RANNV 
MOLT, 6UT GOOD 
'. ! HAW. 1 U/M! 





L£T'& HIGHTAIL. IT, 
CHlTO! TJEf STOLE 
THE STATUE WE GOT 
IN THAT CURIO STORE, 
PUT ThEY WON'T 




In the sack room of a little saloon 
in town, 60mb hour* later 





TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 





, THESE PAP6RS ARE A 
LANO GRANT, OPENING 
UP TUB NOJAL6S TERRITORY 
TO NEW SETTLERS/ 



I KNOW. THAT'S 
WHY I WAS AFTER 
THEM. THEY HAVE 
TO 6E IN THE NO/ALES 
COURTROOM TO/BORROW 
BEFORE SUNDOWN- 
OR 0URT CARMEN AND 
HIS GANG WILL FREEZft 
jb* *M^. OUT HONEST 



r>J 



- ANO NOJALES IS OVER A 
HUNDRED MILES AWAY/ 



,P^ 



c-r 



A 



0* 



$\ 



in 



TIM HOLT 





AS USHTNING'S H0OV&S THUNDER THR0U6H 
THE JLEEPIN6 TOWN, A MAN LlPTS A 

LANTERN PROM A SACK , . . . 



GOOD THING BURT 
LEFT ME BEHIND TO CHECK 
UP ON THAT HOLT WAODV/ 
RECKON THIS LANT6RN11 



REACH PUR ENOUGH 
PI BURT TO see 

it. . . ~ y 






HOLT... RACING TO 
NOJALES... 8V WAV OP J AS 

SE 



CKON WE COULDN'T a\>' 
KED POR NO BETTER > 
-VPS SO HOLT'S r-'DI 



RECKON 
kSKED I 
ET-L'P.' 
RlDlN 1 THRU THE 



VH GOT^ 
SOME 

DEVILTRY 
PLANNED 0L'Rr. 
WHAT 15 IT 




TIM HOLT 



WE GOT A GOOP • 

LEAD ON HOLT AN' THAT ^ 
PALOMINO OP HIS.' I A|M 
TO SET A FEW TRAPS FOR HIM. 
RECKON FOLKS WILL CALL THI5- 
MOLT'S LAST RIDE.'". 




Some hours later, outcice oeao man's gap 



*y WE'RE V\AKi^(3 GOOP )j*[* 

.vl tin\e\ Li£HTNiNi3/ y^m 



^ry-r-^- 






TIM HOLT 



For an houk, ti* lies helpless 
whiu( th6 threatening storm 
9athcr9 and creak* in a 
cloudburst... 









TIM HOLT 




TrfE BRIDGE OROPS LIKE A PLUMMET, 
CATAPULTING Tl/V\ AND LlOMTNlNO 
INTO SPACE 




"NOT MUCH CHA.NCB OF 
©l>nN(NG Ml A. ..BUT 
THE MURDERING COVOfe 
NEED£ A LESSON .' 





W LUCK SURE WAS WITH US WHEN 
THAT CLOUDBURST OPENED UP. 
IT PILLED A POOL OP WATER, 
COVERED THOSL ; ROCKS. 
OTHERWISE....' 





IT SHORE IS. THERE'S 
A BUNCH OF YORE PAW 
WAITIN' FOR YUH- IN 
A AMNIN' SHACK JUST 

OUTSIDE NOJAlES 




TIM HOLT 



$Of*e HOURS LATER, 
IN NO-TAlE* 



MEANWHILE, IN Tm6 

nojalES courthouse ••- 




0LIT YOUR, 
HONOR, *4 
I'VE BEEN 
'ADVISEO BY 

TetedffApM 

THAT TW <1 
HOtT IS ON ■ 
HIS WAV H6RE 
with IT/ 



I7\. r onlv cor ei6ht minutes eEfJKe 

TH056 PAPERS <SO INTO EPFECT, 
» JU0G6. THIS TALK THAT TrieV'Rfi 
F FOR&eO 15 6ILLY. SIGN l £M, ANP 

LET'S <3ET ON WITH S£TTUN(# 
THe TERR i TORY/ 






TIM HOLT 






NOW, FORWARD MARCH' 
TO THE COURTHOUSi 




THE COURTHOUSE 



BEFORE VOU 51 GN THAT FAKS 
LAND GRANT, JUPGE- VOW /-f 
OUGHT TO KNOW 01/RT -C 
CARMEN HAS MGN SET TO 
GRAB OFF THE BEST - 

PIECES OF LAND UNDBfc 

IT/ WAIT TWO MINUTES* 

JUOGE/ WAIT—/ 




TIM HOLT 



^IT*S TIM' HE'S HFRE.' 
A- WHERE'S THE 
LAND GRANT, MAK ? 
VOU BROUGHT IT FROM 
ABILENE/ WHERE 
16 IT ? 




A* THE BULLS T SMASHES A FURROW 
ACROSS HI* T6MPL6, TIM'S MIND CLEARS. 
HIS fVIS SNAP ALERTLY WITH ANGER. HIS 
HANOS PART DOWN AND LIFT 



vou GAvr. \ ^fc^ 

MS MV MEMORY BACK — JUST *- 



f KERB ARE THE REAL LAND ^H 
GRANT PAPERS, YOUR HONOR. M 
THEy WERE STOLEN BY CARMEN 
FROM THE GOVERNMENT MESSENGER 
HO WAS BRINGING THEM 
CARMEN FORGED THE 
VOUR 




CARMSN INTENDED TO DESTROY 
THE REAL PAPERS AFTER THE 
PALSE ONES WERE SIGNED. 
HB HID THEM IN A STATUETTE. 
ONLV MARILYN ALBERTS, WHO 
OVERHEARD HIS PLANS, KNEW 
ABOUT IT. JUST WHEN 1 BOUGHT 
THE STATUS, SHi CAM! 
RUNNING IN... 




BUT VOU FORCEO THE'R HAND BY 
BUYING THAT STATUE/ ALLOW 
ME TO CONGRATULATE YOU. 
HOLT. IT'S MEN LIKE YOU THAT 
ARE NEEDED TO MAKE THE 
WEST FLOWER/ 



* ST 




V 



V 'iV 



TOOAV, AN EMPTY 
STATUETTE STANDS 
ON THE MANTEL OP 
TH6 T-H RANCH, 
MOT« QOOOF THAT 
A LAWMAN'S LflAO 
IS STRONGER THAM 
ANY OUTLAW*-. 



SIXGUNS AT SNAKE CAVE 



IN Carson City they said. " No lawman will 
ever catch the Cactus Sam gang! They're 
too slick for any badge-wearer 1" 

In Cheyenne, the gossip was. "Cactus Sam 
will make ringtailcd gila monster* out've any- 
•• that makes tracks after luml" 

Flip Carson knew all the range talk about 

the famous outlaw. But ha had a job to do. 

c Chief Marshal had told him at the State 

capitol, "I hear Cactua Sam'a in the hills back 

of Silver City. Flip. Co get him." 

It like that. Go get him! It was the way 
the federal mat id things. Now. walking 

along the board walk in front of the Silver 
City music hail. Flip automatically cased his 
big Colts in their Holsters. He did not expect 
to meet Sam in town, but he was ready. 

He crossed the street to the tie-rail in front 
of the town's general store, where Uil white 
gelding was tethered. He checked hia saddle 
rifle, a .44-.40. made sure hia big canteen was 
filled with water. Then ht swung the gunny- 
■ack that was filled with tanned beef and flour 
and a few pounds of pork, over the eantle, and 
lashed it securely. Flip swung up into the 
■addle, cheek-reined his mount into the street. 

lie rode easily, unhurriedly. According to 
the reports from the sheriff. Cactua Sam and 
hi* bunch were in the foothills under Bl 
Mesa, some miles south of Silver City. Less 
than a week ago, they had held up tha Capitol 
stage and faded into the brush before a posse 
could be organized. They would hole up for 
a while, to let thing* blow over, One thing 
about Sam, he always played things safe. 

Flip fixed his eyes on the dark, flattopped 
bulk of Black Mesa. Somewhere, under its 
vast shadow, the outlaws lay bidden. 

The overhead sun was baking-hot. His wide- 
brimmed Stetson sheltered his face, but his 
back and arms were sizzling. Flip wondered 
how the outlaws stood that heat, out in the 
bare foothills. There wer« big taguaro cacti. 
and clumps of lecheguilla. but no sheltering 
trees. There might be overhanging ledges of 
rock, hut the big rattlesnakes usually lay on 
those, basking in the Sim. 

Flip reached the lower ridges of the hills 
before the scarlet sua disappeared below the 
borison. He rigged a, campfire and cooked 
hi* meal while there was still light enough to 
hide the blaze. Then he kicked the fire out, 
scattered sand over it, and walked a little 
distance from the tiny mound. 

He hunkered down, sunning the horizon. 
The darkness cams down and shrouded the 
cactus and the mesquitc. Flip looked for be- 
traying, fires, soon gave up, and rolled bimaalf 
|£ a Weaken for tha augki. 



The sharp crack of a rifle woke him, Id the 
faint stn aks of dawn. Flip rolled dui 
of his blanket, his big hands moving auto- 
matically to his bolstered Colts. The bullet 
from the rifle spaaanged against a rock be- 
hind him. 

Flip caught sight of a moving shadow. Guiti 
in his hands, "he ran toward a high, sandy 
ridge From this vantage point he eotilrl sae 
down into the wash. There was a man running 
toward him with a still-smoking rifle. 

"Heads up. owlhoot!" snapped Pll 

The man looked up viugiy. He 

cursed and lifted his Savage. His finger light- 
ened. 

-The bullet fanned Flip's cheek as his own 
Colts flamed and bucked. The man In front of 
him collapsed from the waist, sharply doubl- 
ing up, dropping the rifle, and sliding dowm 
into the sand. 

Flip slid down into the floor of the wash, 
bolstering his guns, lie turned the man over, 
"It's Slim of the Pecos. On* of Cactus Sam's 
men." he muttered. "That means the others are 
somewhere around here. Probably close. He 
must've been coming in from Guneigbt, and 
seen me sleeping.'' - 

He worried about the sounds of thp gnr.fi rev. 
but there was no reaction to it. Flip went to 
the gelding and saddled it. He swung up into 
the kale and kneed the white saddler dowa 
into the wash. 

For an hour he rode, sheltered by the sides 
of the wash. Then he reined out of the wash 
and cantered across the plain. His sjiarp eye* 
roved across the Hats. There was no sign of 
life. To the left were clumps of mesquite trees. 
ve the right a series of stone bluffs, flecked 
with the black, round openings of smell caves. 

Flip grinned as he saw a half-dozen rattle- 
snake* stretched out in sun-baked abandon ob> 
the flat rock ledge of a cave-lip. There was a 
flash of feathers as a chaparral-cock raced to- 
ward the rock. Flip chuckled »* the rattle- 
snakes moved swiftly, slithering to sufetp. 
The chapparal-cock was a deadly enemy of the 
rattler. To watch it plant cactus leaves near 
a snake den to force them away was an edu-, 

ill. J 

1 lip moved on, grinning. He rode for hours.' 
And then, just as he was reining in his mount, 
he saw it. i 

A. flat lip of rock, with three rattlsrs 
stretched out on it. And in front of them, 
placing thorny cactus leaves, a chaparral bird. 
Tha snakes should be away from there, but, 
they did not stir 1 



Flip examined them mora closely. 

"DmJ ones' But what hilled them? And — " 

An idea came to him then. He went rigid, 
:'g back over tlie dead snakes into the 
dark cave-mouth behind them. Men might 
hate killed those snakes apd pl.mtrd them M 
dummiei there, to throw off anyone who 
WOUld be looking for then,. It made a good 
hideout, that cave. Cool in the day, and warm 
■t night if a fire were rightly placed to draw. 

Flip kneed the gelding forward — 

A thin red name roared from/the cava. Flip 
flung himself aidewaya. His trained hands 
went down and cam* up with his guns. He 
triggered them, firing straight into the black 
miw of the cave. 

He heard a scream, and a steady flow of 
curse*. A rosn. half-blind with the blood run- 
ning down hit forehead, staggered forward 
and fell prone. Another man followed, want* 
ing to die in the sunlight. * 

Flip was off the gelding, running for the 
shelter of some rocks. 

Bullets tossed the sand mi high, spurting 
geysers all sround him Ha flung himself flat, 
rolled la back of a grotesque finger of rock 
that thrust up from the herd lava bed. 

Calmly, Flip fired at the eave. He could hear 
the high wheee-aiiing m bis bullets ricco- 
chetcd off the walls of the cave and, flattened, 
hurtled back and forth. Some of thote flat- 
tened bullets would hit hesh. And whan they 
did— 

A man screamed In the cave. There was a 
death-rattle merging into the throbbing uluuv- 
tion. Another man swore heartily. 

someone yelled. ~YuiVll git yore's, law- 

Ha bad tham bottled up. They had to some 
•wt to get him, to come out into the flaming 
sunlight, where they would make good tar- 
gets 

And come they did. with guns biasing I 
Foremost came the badly wounded, know- 
ing they were dying fast, willing to serve as 
ahielda for the sound ones coming after them. 
They had said in Cheyenne that Cactus Sam 
boaaed a tough craw. Now, in the face of Flip's 
gunfire, they gawe good proof of it. 

Flip aaw Cactus'Sam behind the others. He 
fired at him and missed And the outlaw found 
him with his sharp, rat-eyea. Hia outlaw guns 
blasted hot lead. 

Something slammed ir.te Flip and turned 
around. A dark hare settled over his 
eyes as fiery agony started to glow in hit 
shoulder. Cactus Sam had ruined liis left 
shoulder with a luiky shot! Flip bit down 
on his teeth against the pain as he crawled 
closer to the rock. There was a slight vee of 
daylight in the ledge. On knees and a shaky 
hand, Flip rested hia Colt in the vee. 



He could see Cactus Sam and one of his 
men through the slot. He triggered his gun. 
The titan to the right of the outlaw leader slid 
into a heap, but Cactus Sam was away and 
running into the shelter of the rocks behind 

him. 

"Cot to ... go after him." Flip said through 
clenched teeth, dragging himself up by his 
hands on the rock. "Probably got his saddlers 
hidden somewhere behind that eavel" 

A shrill whistle brought the white gelding 
at a fast canter. Flip lurched to the saddle, 
climbed into it. The wound in his shoulder 
was scaring with pain. Through a red mist. 
Flip saw the sprawled lifeless bodies of the 
outlaws. There were five of them, five badmen 
he had shot down. But the big one, the brains 
and the force of the gang, was getting away I 

He jabbed a toe into the gelding's ribs. The 
white saddler Hashed across the ground, his 
hooves spurring up sand. He dashed through 
the brush, whirled into a draw. 

Cactus Sam was standing in front of his 
horse, two guns in his hands, and they were 
erupting in flame, He had been standing there, 
waiting, listening to the gelding's pounding 
hooves, knowing Marshal Flip Carson was 
coming closer, closer under the barrels of bis 
guns. . . . 

Flip went backwards out of his saddle — an 
old Indian trick. If you did it fast enough, 
the bullet might rake your cbett but it 
wouldn't go into it. He did it fast enough so 
that Cactus tarn psleaed him altogether. 

Then be was rolling on the ground. Favoring 
his wounded shoulder. His right hand held a 
Colt and he was peering through alit eyes and 
a cloud of dust for tha outlaw. He was stand- 
ing there, seeking through the duet for a shot 
st Flip. Their guns exploded at tha same 
moment. 

Cactua Jam waa going down, very slowly, 
bending at the knees, not putting hie hands 
out. His face slid into tha sand and be waa* 
very still. 

Flip whispered, "He . . . got the , . . other 
shoulder , . with his last shot. , . ." Ha fell 
forward, helpless. He lay there for a long 
time, until tha blaring sun went down end 
a cool brecae revived him. 

His arms helpless, he doubled backwards 
and arose by knea and foot. He went and stood 
over the dead outlaw. He as id. "Someday there 
won't be any mora crime, Cactus. Until then. 
there have to be men like you and men like ma. 
Reckon maybe us federal marshals can't al- 
ways get our man alive — but we get 'em bo 
they don't make any more trouble for anyone I" 

He whistled. The gelding trotted forward. 
Reins in his mouth, Flip climbed into tha 
saddle. He whispered. "You take me boms, 
bov. I'm kind of . . . . tired out. . . 
Tha End 
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The advancing 
stream of civilization, 
led by the' great 
railroads that were 
to open op the vast 
west, struck a snag 
".'hen it hit the haro- 
c rusted ranchers, 
the cattlemen liked 
the open ranges, 
and w6r£ ready to 
fight to keep them 

THAT WAY.. 

A5 THE* PROVED TO 
TIM HOLT- WITH HATE 
AND MOT LEAD AND 8LA7IN6 
GUNS.'-WHEN TIM TRlEO 
TO COME TO THE AID OF'- 
THE RAILROAD AT 

APACHE ARROYO.' 



Roundup time on the 
t bar h ranch . . 



L 



EES SEN 
WAN BEEG 
HURRY, TIM.' 



BOSS, 5LAG ROGERS OF THE U 

PANHANOLE RANCH IS STARTlN 

A RIOT AGAINST THOSE 

PACIFIC RAILROAD 

SECTION HANDS.' /COME 

THERE'S PLENTV>1 ON, 

TROUBLE.' y— f CHITO.' 




WHAT WE DO, TIM? 
THERE ARE TOO • 
MANY TO PlCbHT/ 




TIM HOLT 




I'M DRAWING CAROS IN THIS GAME/ 
I'M GOING TO 565 JUSTC* OONE/ 
|F YOU HAVE THE fhPRJW BUFFALOfiD. 
YOU *TIL.L HAVfc S RECKON 
WITH ME/ 




,'V»«M GOT A NERVE, *-~St'* A\AKING 7 THE RAlLROAO WILL 
MOLT, OUTTIN' (N HERE// IT MV 



vYOU STOPPED 



THl* AiN'T 
1* YORE 
QUAARet ? 



QUARREL 

CAN'T lOU 

HOTHEADED RANNiES 

UNDERSTAND THAT THE 

RAILROAD IS COMING 

HERE TO H61P YOU? 



"JMVBLV 

BRING. YOU NEW MARKET*.' J THEE FIGHT, ^-^.SPlLltO 

(TWILL HELP YOUR FAMiLlg* /BUT SLAG ROOfcRi) IN ■ 

BY BRINGING NEEDEO ^-< I* MUCH OS ^CAPTfAl 

GOODS RiiHT INTO ) (MAD, TIM/ H6 ^*>.LET- 

YOUR OWN STORES, *-*— ->vMEAN TROWBlE, Vi&!? 

THUS MAKING THEM CHEAPCR.) I AM 

YOU'Ut AU. BENEFIT/ .^FEARlN©/ 



ws 



i>^r 



W, 



TIM HOLT 



yUH SHORE 
PULLSO U5 OUT 
OP A TIGHT SPOT, 
HOLT/ 

THANK* 




Yet dan &y dav, the 

GLEAMING RAILS ARE 



SURE LOOKS AS 

THOJOH I'VE 6£EN 

BRANDED A, TRAITOR Vt-AiD AND SPIKED IN, 

NO onE'll sell ME /^Ringing the Railroad 

I ANYTHING. NO ONE'LL {CLOSER AND CLOSER. 
EVEN TALK TO /AG J S TO APACHE ARROYO- 




TIM HOLT 



^UT TIM 16 NOT ipte. OMJ 
OP HI5T BAR H HAWD* 
MAS Mid EVCS GLUED TO 
A* PAIR OP PIEID GLASS4S... 



r HMMM... SLAC3 ANO 
ONE OP HIS WADPiKS.' 
RECKON I'D 8BT 
L6T TIM KNOW 
•BOUT WIS 
INTEREST IN THC 





/ 



P J KNOW SLAG, HE'LL TRV 
TO PULL SOMETHING THAT HP 
CONSI06RS SMART. HE'LL NOT 

J IS* HIS NECK, BUT WILL AIM 
T SOMETHING SAFE - UKE 
BURNING THEIR TOOL SHEP5. 



A« THE PRAlRlE MOON 

rises above the mesas. 



A 



so/v\ee»opy 

OCT TH6 MATCHES.,^ 
T GOT THE 
BRUSH HERS. 
WEIL PIL* 

rr up an* 

SET FIR6 TO 
IT/ 



THIS flRE'LL BE SEEN 
A LONG WAVS, 60 AS 
SOON AS IT'S GOIN- 
[GOOD, WE'LL VAMOOSE.' 



2^ 



•:•». 



A COLT CRACK* PROM 
THi PARKNECf ANO THI 
MATCH SPLITS IN HAL*/ 



>> 



*•> 



V 




THUN DERATION/ 
IT'S HOLT/ 




TIM HOLT 





MIT TIM CANNOT COVER 
Twe ENTIRE RANGE. HERE 
AND TWERg. RANCHER ANP 
section HAND ME£f... 





E 



OH TH6 T BAR H 



BlLLV, YOU'D BETTER 
HUNT THE BuNKHOUSE- 
YOU-VE COME DOWN/ 

WITH THE POX/ 



~r 



TIM HOLT 



DOC, I RODE THIRTV \ SUR6 \ WITHOUT THE LOCAL 
MILES TO-WHY, YOU'RE/ AM, TIM.' L ^>.0OC TO CHECK IT, 
SICK YOURSELF/ y-^'THl* EPIPEMIC ) THAT SMALLPOX 
* 15 ALL OVER XCAN KILL A LOT OF 
THE RANGE, AND ] RANCHERS.' LIGHTNING. 
SPREADING LIKE /WE HAVE TO GET HELP. 
WILDFIRE/ r*\*0 RUN VOUR FASTEST.' 



tfF 



M 



AT TH? RAILROAD STATION IN APACHE ARROYO- -I ^SO HOLT 16 SENDiN 1 

v „ STN.POR A TRAIN TO 

SEND THIS TELEGRAM J SHORE ) BRING IN MEDICINE 
TO THE STATE y— A WILL, -*v A ND DOCTORS 

OAPITOL, POF*/ 7 TIM.' RECKON }ANO NURSES, 
THIS OUGHTTA L 15 up 7 
GET SOME 
ACTION/ 



TIM KOi.7 



WE'LL PIX THAT "^TlM HOLT'S 
TRAIN AT CACTUS /TRYIN' TO 
GAP/ /»-^>\J«T A TRAIN 
OP MEDICINE 
THROUGH TO STOP 



CHARLEY, VUW GOT TO 
RIDE APTSR TIM AN' 
WARN HIM.' TELL HIM 
SLAG R06SRS AN' 
HIS GAN3 ARE OUT 



An hour later, at Tvie gap 



THAT POX EPiDEMiC-^TO MAKG TROUBLE.' 
BUT THAT RAT-ut 
STOP IT IP HE CAN.' 



N THE RAILROAD \ THfiN 
CO MS A-CHUGGIN'JhOLT 

we'll Give her *-* won't 
a prbe rips- /get no- 
to kingdom /where 
come/ »^with hi* 

IDEA*/**- . 
HEH.' 



V 



/l 



In -me meantim* "A 



ILL TRY AND 

,,\HOLO ROGERS 
THANKS. CHARLEY/ \ OP p UNT | L - 

RIDE TO THE RANCH ^CHITO AND THE 

HANDS CATCH DC' 



- AM' THEY'RE 
HEADING 
POR THE Y AND TELL CHI TO 
GAP/ 1 M0 THE BOYS TO 
TRAIL ME.' 



THE SPECIAL 'MAKE- UP 
TRAIN' PROM THE STATE 
CAPITOL APPROACH** 
THE GAP --- 



;■) 



ft 






HERE 
♦ HE 



GOES, 



•^ 



SI 



^ 



HERE YOU GO. 
YOU COLO- BLOODED 
KILLER/ 



5* 



Rolling ano twisting, tim and slag 
rogers roll toward the churning whecs 
of tub great locomotive / 



a\ 



S4 



vi-.' 



Tt 



w* 



TIM HOLT 




High above the stone floor 
of th6 deep gap, the two 
locked figures reel and 
swav with the fury of their 

FIGHT.' 



Suddenly, slag Rogers 
whirls to plee-and 
miscalculates his 

STEP--/ 



r* 



EET WAS WAN PREETV 
FIGHT, TIM.' WE COULD 
NOT SHOOT FOR PEAR 
TO HEET YOU/ BUT WE 
DEESARM HEES BOYS. 
NOW I THEENK RAIL- 
ROAD BE HOKAY. 




TWO SENSATIONAL BASEBAIL OFFERS!! 

* A GREAT-NEW-EXCITING BASEBALL GAME * 



ACTION I 



SKILL! 




STRATEGY I EDUCATION I 

IN YOUR OWN BASEBALL STADIUM 



FUN I 



MM 

INCIUOIS 

A lorga 26 SguQ'« done In 4 
cc'e' Mric toteboll 5»3<1i.xn 
9 l.«ld-«g play.'t. 3 beM ww*- 
rwi, t»oM, bo', «u*« beafc. 
in'i cord, ond 2 u"P"ti 



"Casey on The Mound" 



• 16 UAGUt lAllPAll IN MIHlATltl 

ACTION AND THRILLS FOR YOUNG AND OLD 
THIS 15 THE FINEST BASEBALL GAME EVER SOLO!! 

NO DICE— NO CARDS — NO SPINNERS 

Play It With Skill — Pitch Curves — Hit Pop Flies. 
or Home Runs Over the Fences Gome Is Played 
At Home by Rogers Homsby, Specs Sheo, Johnny 
Pesky. Bobby Doerr, Dorr DiMaggio, Don Parker 
ond Thousands o< Others This Game Has Token 
Young and Old Alike by Storm. Approved by All. 



SENSATIONAL FASCINATING GREAT FUN 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY PRICE $2.98 POSTPAID 



Better Books. Box 1, Village Station. New York 14, NY 

• ANOTHER SENSATIONAL OFFER 

JOE DiMAGGIOS 



I use 
coupon mow i 



OWN STORY! 

ROW he liriimt one ot Dig League Basetiall > greatest 
players • The tr K m>ments of the p»»t 10 

>• itoria ibout I5i >Ufi Ji 
played with anil an*'"! ' Famous throws, hiti. 
tpots." dewribe'l bj' tie player who was IN them! 

LUCKY 70 BE A YAHKil 

Smotk-Hit losoboll Story of tko Yeor I 

Htre't the hairhall fas'l thrill n( * lif'' 

Aaeltnl. intimate DiVliggin. "1 hr 

Yankee Clipper"— TOLD I DS 

F.very fan, young anil old, will km ■ 

i Yankee." Here 
IS Ba>eb*ll'- a* real, as crackling, as exciting a> a 
stinger to right field! Joe pull* no punches— on nirmclf 
eg MyOOe et»C ! !\jg"Uti »n<l 

• I. you*ft right I 
ing the game through nil eye* an-l II 
every breathle-s momrr' 

MOW TO MIT AND TIILD 

a l*xik ! — 244 pjtfr^, with mans | I Ilasr 

ball 1 ! greatest ilirt WMt'l rmie — Joe hal written one 

■ ■ • if winding the eame ' 



TNI 


RIAL 


STOUT 


OF 


■10 


UACUl 


■ A1IIALL WITH 


1< 


photo* or 


1TARS 





PARTIAL CONTINTS; 
nirai.tliM »i H. rarity 

laranrl — Cr.n'li.a dim 
rn U4 »wt» in 
IS. I >nt S.IU. 

Tk. SHH< VMT 

Tki Tklrd Tsar 

'S. II I IM • I 

miii»t ••< fiMi»f 
aiaiiii. mttrnti h«. 




"INSIOI DO» I" ON 1S0 

fi«l»r risrinj 
INCLUDING 

lm •-♦.... ■.,.< tii.. 

(Mr. puis ♦••• nil 

Ol.ur »M I. isr. jiaai 

ran. Lit cs.it. ut'r 

CHM «»-* C>Malwt 

IK', Ctm. CI H..WII. 
In HMwIil M lit iat 
• ill lits 



¥ JINO CHICK. CAIN OR MOMIV 
I ORDIR — TOOATfl 

▼ RUtrl TOUP. ORDIR 

Bettor Booko. Box l, 
Vill. Stat .New York 34 

; rw.v iat a* »l m ■ l.l I »> TO l> > 

I Maui '■■ '• I'l'iiu*. i« 

J • r«" i ">rir BjMtaa ii oo r.*tu4 
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